I cannot possibly identify all the right, dignified, and inspiring ways there are of human dying. I can, though, recognize such a way when I see one. Samantha, Claire, and Thérèse never met one another, but they were, unknowingly, together in their way of dying. Way out above, and ahead of, and beyond death. Death had to run after themthis young girl and these two aged women -and it could hardly catch them. Samantha, Claire, and Thérèse were three in one, showing that death, indeed, need not have dominion.
Samantha
The story of Samantha, an Aboriginal girl who died of her leukemia shortly before her eleventh birthday, has recurred to me time and time again since I first read of her. In her small body she incarnated the bear, a symbol of courage in Aboriginal culture. This little bear of courage steadfastly withstood all the rigours and suffering of a bone marrow transplant and, when that failed to control her cancer, had the independence and maturity to refuse a second transplant. She left the hospital to go home to be with her loved ones. She radiated love, this little girl.
Samantha was also called Gentle Waters, and her story (on page 32) says to me that Samantha, throughout her long illness and dying, came upon humanity like Paul Celan's "rivers from the north of the future" (2) . Samantha came to us like a steady flow of blessing from north of the future, from a place called "the unburiable" (3).
Claire
Struck by tuberculosis of the bones when she was only 15, Claire had to live in hospital on an ironlung-type device for 10 years. She then had to be cared for by her mother at home. Her mother died when Claire was 38, and she spent the rest of her life in hospital, where she died at age 85 in November 2003.
Claire had written a one-page text titled "My Place in the Sun," a capsule philosophy that guided and motivated her throughout her many years of pain, suffering, and loss, which she faced without self-pity and with high dignity. Her dear friend, Mary, read out the text at Claire's funeral. I don't think I can ever forget one sentence, proof that she found a place in the sun: "Love makes roses of joy spring into bloom around trees studded with the thorns of unimaginable suffering." Death has no dominion over that, nor over Claire (4) .
Thérèse
I know a little about Thérèse, who died recently, from the words of her close relatives. The description of this Acadian grandmother from the Gaspé region of Quebec reminds me of some elders cited in this issue. Thérèse was like an aunt to the whole village (ma tante de tout un village), radiating warmth, understanding, and down-to-earth common sense. She told her granddaughter that she and her husband had created a reign of happiness. Within that reign, love, understanding, and com- passion was the way to manage problems, big and small. That is how Thérèse managed her advancing pancreatic cancer and took control of her dying. Thérèse refused all invasive treatment and without pretension prepared to die, surrounded by her family. She brings to my mind words of the elder Betty (see page 10). Elder Betty spoke against maintaining "all this fancy stuff right 'til the end" -fancy stuff being intense, complex, life-prolonging medical technology. Elder Betty complained that this doesn't give a person a chance to be with family. Thérèse ensured that life-prolonging technology would not separate her from her family. She spoke her very own unique language marked by words and terms characteristic of her origins: of fish, fishing, and the sea. She seemed instinctively to understand what people in Aboriginal communities know -namely, that "people want to speak their own language at the end of life"; that "hearing your language is as good as having medicine."
From what I've heard about Thérèse, there is every sign that death had no dominion over the reign of happiness and understanding and love she extended across and beyond her life.
Samantha, Claire, Thérèse: Three-in-One Teaching
Pierre Foglia was right. Our friends and loved ones do not die for nothing. They die to teach us how to die (5) . I think that is what the three women of this editorial have taught us. 
